TURGIS   SEES   HER                  l8l

table. And, as usual, Turgis was not lucky. The
vacant seat he was shown, and which he dare not refuse,
was at a table already occupied by three people, and not
one of them remotely resembling a nice-looking girl.
There were two stout middle-aged women, voluble, per-
spiring, and happy over cream buns, and a middle-aged
man, who no doubt had been of no great size even before
this expedition started but was now very small and
huddled, and gave the impression that if the party stayed
there much longer, he would shrink to no-thing but
spectacles, a nose, a collar, and a pair of boots. For the
first few minutes, Turgis was so disappointed that he
was quite angry with these people, hated them. And of
course it was impossible to get hold of a waitress. After
five minutes or so of glaring and waiting, he began to
wish he had gone somewhere else. There was a pretty
girl at the next table, but she was obviously with her
young man, and so fond of him that every now and then
she clutched his arm and held it tight, just as if the
young man might be thinking of running away. At
another table, not far away, were three girls together,
two of whom looked very interesting, with saucy eyes
and wide smiling mouths, but they were too busy whis-
pering and giggling to take any notice of him. So Turgis
suddenly stopped being a bright youth, shooting
amorous glances, and became a stern youth who
wanted some tea, who had gone there for no other pur-
pose than to obtain some tea, who was surprised and
indignant because no tea was forthcoming.

4'And mindjew," cried one of the middle-aged women
to the other, "I don't bear malice 'cos it isn't in my
nature, as you'll be the first to agree, my dear. But when
she let fly with that, I thought to meself, 'All right, my